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In England we were scarce acquaintances,

That here in Florence he should keep my thought

Beyond the image on his eye, which came

And went: and yet his thought disturbed my life :

For, after that, I oftener sat at home

On evenings, watching how they lined themselves

With gradual conscience to a perfect night,

Until the moon, diminished to a curve,

Lay out there like a sickle for His hand

Who cometh down at last to reap the earth.

At such times, ended seemed my trade of verse :

I feared to jingle bells upon my robe

Before the four-faced silent cherubim :

With God so near me, could I sing of God ?

I did not write, nor read, nor even think,

But sat absorbed amid the quickening glooms,

Most like some passive broken lump of salt

Dropped in by chance to a bowl of cenomcl,

To spoil the drink a little and lose itself,

Dissolving slowly, slowly, until lost